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Author's Notes: 
My first ever band fic. | sat on this for a few years then decided what the hell, go ahead and finish it. | 


figured everyone else was having so much fun writing this stuff, so why not me? 


Perttu's in that mood again. 


More often than not before a gig, he's foil to a high-strung, temperamental Eicca; the voice of both calm and 
comedy. He also knows when to step back and allow his band mate and lover to go deep into himself before 


every show. 


But tonight Perttu is quiet, dangerously quiet. Once again something inside of him is about to explode and 
everyone treads around the swirling tempest of him lightly. He says few words to anyone, sits alone stone still, 
his bow motionless in his lap, his knuckles white from the force which he seems to be strangling the neck of 
his cello. His eyes are closed, the chest rises and falls slowly. The black hair falls in front of his face and he 


does not lift a hand to push it away. 


No one, including the man himself, knows just what brings such darkness to the fore. For such a skinny man, 
Perttu's intensity takes up a lot of space. When Perttu gets this way, his performances are legendary. Not 
that he's ever less than perfect considering that he's been playing since the age of five, but there's just 


something about these moments in particular, when it seems man and cello were fused together from birth. 


Eicca revels in these moods, though sometimes they disturb him with their volatility and their unpredictability. 
Of course he also knows what happens between them afterward-in private-and that too is what he waits for. 
When that shimmering razor's edge of genius and madness rides his lover hard, the next few days he's a 
mass of bruises and love bites that show up like brands staking their claim on his alabaster skin. When they 
are alone, all the power he holds in public is freely and lovingly surrendered to a mercurial dark-haired warlock 


in a top hat and tattoos and a rangy frame that barely holds up his leather pants. 


Just thinking about later tonight-after the last interview is given, the last autograph is signed, the last photo 
snapped, the last smile and fan-kiss on the cheek-just the thought of the thin leash of civility that keeps 


Perttu somewhat in check during these nights, is almost enough to make him forgive missed notes. 
Almost. 
Eicca can't wait for the show to be over. 


He ruthlessly forces himself to not think about his willing and hungry body underneath Perttu's. Instead Eicca 

basks in the roar of the crowd as it all comes down to minutes than seconds. He nods solemnly at Paavo who 

gives him a thumbs-up. Mikko idly twirls his drumsticks and takes a last swig from a bottle of water. He feels 
rather than sees Perttu behind him and turns to meet his lover's heated stare and the kohl-rimmed eyes 


promise both pleasure and pain. 


Onstage, he and Perttu stir that cauldron of simmering sexuality into their dark passion play. It's often a 
wonder that the massive crowd doesn't pick up on the undercurrents of sheer lust emanating from the both 
of them. When the younger man is in the throes of whatever demons drive him, each pluck, each savage 
caress of the bow against the strings-there's nothing gentle or loving in the movements. Black hair flies and 
fans out from his face, eyes thrown back as if in the throes of a violent orgasm. When he and Perttu are 
face to face, bare-chested, soaked in sweat, trading lightning-fast riffs, their cellos screeching high, discordant 
tones that are beautiful in their almost inhuman brutality, it's pure rage and unbridled passion and when the 


show is over, that rage and passion will still need an outlet. 


Later. 


Eicca walks into PertHu's semi-darkened hotel room, closes and locks the door behind him, effectively shutting 
out the world. He doesn't need to see Perttu clearly to feel him in the air around him, to feel the heat of his 
stare cutting through the dim like a laser. He's standing by the window, hasn't changed his clothes, still half- 
naked, the leather pants draped dangerously low across those slim hips. That tempting dark patch of hair 


against the whiteness of Perttu's chiseled abdomen serves as a beacon, trailing down to a much thicker patch 
that frames a long but slender cock. The tattoos seem to writhe like living things etched upon the pale flesh. 

There's a certain irony to the chaste kiss shared by Aragorn and Arwen that the dark-haired cellist has inked 
into his skin. Most of the kisses they've shared have been far from chaste and in many instances have led to 


moments like this. 


The blonde forgets to breathe when those piercing eyes seek and find his. The arrogant hazel-gold gaze strips 
him bare, telling him without words, you know what Im going fo do fo you He shivers deliciously under that 
predatory stare. That look also says you know you want it 


Eicca swallows convulsively, fear warring with need and the need obviously winning. He's an addict, craving the 


blackness of desire. Within seconds, he's slammed against the wall and Perttu has him willingly trapped. 


"Mine." One word spoken with so much depth of possession before those lips crash like rough waves against his 
fuller ones. 


His-oh yes, very much his There's no question that Perttu owns him in this moment. Just as there's no 
question that he wants to be owned. Eicca falls into the spiraling vortex of Perttu's kisses; that tongue giving 
no quarter as it assaults his mouth, stealing the very air from his lungs and tasting the hot sweetness from 
days of pent-up lust. The neatly-trimmed goatee roughly abrades the smooth skin around his mouth as Eicca 
holds on to the bare strong shoulders, legs practically too weak to hold him up. Spatulate fingers entwine 
themselves into the silk of his ice-blonde hair like Medusa's writhing snakes. He can't pull away, even to look 
down into his lover's eyes. Chest to chest, he feels the frenetic tattoo of Perttu's heart against his own. 


Somehow he finds the strength to try to walk them back towards the bedroom, but Perttu is impatient. With 
a careless sweep of his leg, he sends his lover tumbling to the floor and follows him down, hair still wrapped 
tightly in his hands, forcing Eicca's throat back, exposing the luscious skin and rapid pulse to animalistic bites, 
sensuous licks and blindingly sweet savage kisses. Sweaty clothes are tossed about to and fro in their haste to 
be skin to skin, man to man. Skilled hands mold the lithe blonde's body and shape his passion until he is 
everything Perttu wants him to be, until the man writhes against him shamelessly. 


There's no foreplay this time. Perttu's questing fingers are on a mission, coated in lube (where the man got it 
from doesn't matter) and he inserts one, then another, then a third, opening Eicca's momentarily resistant 


body until the slender man is practically riding his hand. 


The other hand, still grasping his lover's hair, pulls sharply, forcing glacier-blue eyes dark with desire to meet 
glittering topaz orbs. 


"| want you to look at me while I'm fucking you," Perttu orders in a voice deliciously flavored with lust. "| want 


you to see me as well as feel me and know that you're mine." 


Fingers are soon replaced by cock, teasing inch by almost-painful inch as Perttu breaches him, forcing his 


body to accept what his mind already has. The guardian muscle fights the intrusion as it always does, but it's 


no impediment to what the man on top wants and will have. Once fully buried within the tight furnace of 
Eicca's body, the dark-haired cellist stares deep into his eyes, a saturnine smile tilting the perfect lips. 


"Who do you belong to, Eicca?" 


But he doesn't wait for an answer as black-painted nails sink into his skin Perttu holds him fast and pounds his 
hips fast and harsh into Eicca's body. There are no words, but each pant, each groan, each "yes" wrested from 


his throat is more than enough to declare ownership. 


Sometimes pleasure hurts, is brutal and yet beautiful, reminiscent of the music they create. Eicca's body 
takes the punishing thrusts and yet every deep plunge that strikes those nerves is like a match to kindling, 
setting his very soul ablaze. He'll take it all and more because he loves it. He loves the man taking him, 


worships the man demanding his surrender and he gives it without a second thought. 


He's lost in PertHu's fathomless hazel eyes, almost feral in their gaze. That smile is pure and delicious sin as 
he literally tries to fuck him until he's shattered. A siren's song of ice and fire courses through Eicca's veins, 
his moans silenced by blazing kisses. He wraps his legs around a thin waist, his hips rising to meet each down- 
thrust. He's literally being pounded into the floor, hard enough to hope the ceiling below them holds up or 
they're going to fall through. 


With each slam of his hips, Perttu's teeth torture Eicca's nipples, biting down hard then lapping away the 
short, sharp shock of pain with the flat of his tongue. Then it's back to ravaging kisses, tongues dueling and 
dancing, hands clutching onto slick, wet skin, thighs flexing, a cock trapped between sweaty bodies leaking pre- 


come. 


"Pera," he exhales brokenly as their hips dance a forbidden dance. The nickname is one used when they are 


alone, or teasingly whispered into an ear. "All of me, Pera, take all of me damn you." 


There is nothing of mercy in Perttu as he savages Eicca relentlessly, arms and legs finding the perfect 
purchase as he drives his lover higher and higher, wresting every last drop of passion from him, refusing that 
final fatal fall until he's indeed taken everything from the writhing figure underneath him, until the man is 
sundered beyond all reckoning. Eicca cries out, from either pain or pleasure and neither makes any difference 
to Perttu as his lover arches taut as a bowstring and bathes his stomach in spurts of hot come. It's not 
enough, it feels as if it will never be enough and even when the red haze of orgasm drowns him, he mindlessly 


continues to pound the yielding body beneath until the darkness finally sleeps. 


At least, for a little while. 


